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a few friends and making an excursion of a week or ten
days, and if I was so inclined and could obtain my father's
permission, he should be happy that I made one. The next
time I visited Battersea, he said, Major Sturt, Mr. Pritzler
and Captain Cecil had arranged the tour, and they proposed
embarking in the Lovely Mary, his yacht's name, the ensuing
Monday. I promised to apply to my father, and having
his leave, to join them at the appointed time. But as I felt
certain my father would object to my absenting myself
for so long a period, when there was much business in the
office, I thought I had better dispense with the application,
and accordingly putting up some linen and other necessaries
in a portmanteau, I privately sent them off on Saturday,
and on Sunday went myself to Mr. Smith's. After supper,
instead of retiring to our chambers we went on board to
sleep, that we might drop down in the night close to London
Bridge, so as to pass through at high water, and thereby
secure an entire ebb to start with and carry us clear of all
the shipping in the Pool.

We commenced our voyage on the 20th of April, with
charming clear and open weather, having a fine breeze of
wind from the Westward, which in five hours carried us
to Gravesend, at which place we anchored, all hands
going on shore to call upon Mr. Pendock Neale, an inti-
mate friend of Mr. Smith's, and acquainted with all the
party. He held an appointment under the East India
Company, which made it necessary he should reside at
Gravesend. He insisted upon our staying the remainder
of the day with him. At dinner was one of the largest and
finest flavoured turbots I ever tasted. After being most
hospitably entertained, at eleven at night we returned to
our vessel, proceeding downward.

The following day it blew fresh at South West, which
rattled us on at such a rate that by dusk we reached
Margate, landed, and went to Michiner's, where we got
an excellent supper, and then re-embarked. On the 23rd
we left the Pier, steering direct for the Nore, at which
we turned off by Sheerness, entered the Medway, passing